THESE    OUR    ACTORS               I^S

"How's it going, ol' man?'* they asked one another,
and to see them looking so intently at one another,
eyebrows raised, hand outstretched, you would have
sworn that the plot was thickening every second.

From this club we went to the office of the film
agency. This office was mostly waiting-room* It was
obviously a place where you waited and waited and
waited. Photographs of that waiting-room ought to
be supplied to anxious parents whose daughters have
announced their intention of becoming film actresses.
"You imagine," those parents ought to say to their
daughters, "that in a very short time you will be at
Elstree, on the lot,* playing the part of the beautiful
Lady Helen, possibly extending your be-diamonded
arms towards the handsome Jameson Thomas. You
are wrong. You will be spending nearly all your
waking hours in that waiting-room, hoping against
hope that there is 'something for you/ that something
being the chance of falling into a duckpond or jump-
ing out of a car, at one guinea per day." We marched
into the private office, which was full of photographs
of noble profiles, signed by their delighted owners. A
call came through the telephone, demanding the crew
of a destroyer. Word was sent out at once that imita-
tion sailors were in demand, and after a little interval,
batch after batch of men were admitted, all neat and
smiling, though it must have been weeks since some
of them had earned even a guinea.

The  two  agents  looked  at them,  very quickly.
"Sorry, you're not tall enough," they would say to